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On the late ACTION at 


DET TIN E N 
E Sacred Mine, your Aid once more impart, 
5, Aſſiſt the Dictates of a Britiſb Heart; ma 
Great George's As I ſing; my Breaſt inſpite 
With Numbers lofty as thoſe 4s require. ry 
B The 
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The Gaul Imperial Charles departed "TA 
And fondly hop'd to give all Europe Law; £ 


From Auſtria's Houſe their Crown and Realms to rend, 


And all their Glories with Maria end. 


Fluſh'd with theſe Hope. behold} the Arms of tagce 


—— + 


To awe Orman s way ring States * j 

The Bojan Chief aſcend. th Imperial Throne, 
And Auſtria's Realms in Thought at leaſt his On: : 
Deluded Prince around their Queen appear 

A Band of Heroes, Strangers all to fear; ; 

Each from his Side his glitt ring Faulchion draws, 
And vows adberence to his $ro/reigs's Gayle; 
Vows from her Side till Death he'll ne'er retire 

But ſerve the Daughter, as he ſerv'd her Sire. 


. 


Not that ſhe truſts Domeflick i alone. 
Each juſter Neighbour makes her Wrongs bis own: | 
Firft with his Britiſb Troops ſee | George advance, | 
Troops ſtill the Terraur and the Sgourge of France; 
Oft as he doom d of Auſtria's Houſe the Fall, 

So oft their Force had check d th aſpiring Gul 

Yet vain he deems their Force, their Triumphs o'er; 
Great MarlÞ rough dead and Eugene now no mare: 
Tho' late, too late he'll curſe his Stars; and ſwear 
Thoſe Chiefs zeviv'd in D' Aremberg and Stair. - 
And now the Chiefs by haſty Marches gain 

The Fields, that border on the diſtant Maine, 
Along the Silver Stream their Tents extend, 

There wait the Junction of their Haſſian Friend. 
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Mean while beneath Moailless boaſted Care, 
The French all gay and gaudy move to War: 
Acroſs the Rhine their deſtin'd March purſue, 
Till now Britannia s Tents appear in View; 
Now both their Number, and their Order 's ſeen, 
Whilſt the Maine only rolls his Stream between ; 
« | A Stream Moailles ſhall ſhortly e o'er, 


And ſtain it's Waters with no vulgar Gore. 


For lo! the Gaul's ambitious Thoughts prepare, 
By one deciſive Blow to end the War: 
Tow ring before his Troops great George he eyes, 
And marks the Monarch as his future Prize, 
Fancies the Brizons to his Force muſt yield, 
And hopes by Numbers to obtain the Field: 


Miſtaken 


. 
Miſtaken Chief ! be ne'er had pro d their Might, 
Like their own Lions fill untam d in Fight. 


Thus graſping Lawrels, which he ne'er ſhall gain, 
The Gallick Leader ventures oer the Maine; 
Whilſt Auſtria's Troops their D. Aremberg alarms, F 
And Stair awakes Britannia's Sons to Arms : 
Before whoſe Van great George himſelf appears, 
Nor heeds the Bullets whiſtling in his Ears ; 
Cloſe by his Side beholds his Britons fall, 
Yet ſtill leads forward to attack the Gaul. 


And now the Monarch draws his glitt ring Sword 
i© Britons be Men,” he cries, then gives the Word; 
Swift at the Word Britannia's Troops advance, 
Their Guns all levell'd on the Sons of France; 
C Till 


64 
Till by degrees at length they draw ſo nigh, 
Like Hail the Bullets from their Pieces fly; 
Whilſt Gallias Sons in ev'ry Quarter bleed, 
And Shouts and Groans promiſcuouſly ſucceed ; 
Till Shouts and Groans and ev'ry other Sound. 
Are in the Cannon's deeper Thunder drown'd, 


And now both Hoſts in cloſer Fight engage, 
The Battle rifing to its utmoſt Rage; baked 
Whilſt here Britannia's there the Troops of France, 
By turns give backward and by turns advance; 
Alike reſolv d, alike Both ſcorn to yield, 

But Inch by Inch diſpute the bloody Field: 
Whilſt Gault and Britons Heaps on Heaps are ſlain 
And one promiſcuous Carnage loads the Plain. 
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So, when two warrring Winds at once deſcend, 
And for the Empire of the' Deep contend, 

From adverſe Quarters as by turns they blow, 
The working Ocean 's driven to and fro, 

Laſh'd by the Surge the Promontories roar, 
And Wrecks and Weeds disfigure all the Shore. 


At length the Gallick Chief, obſerving where 
Britannia's King in Perſon rouz'd the War, 

Strait to attack the Quarter thus he cheers 

His Troops, but moſt his Sable Mu/queteers ; 
“Where are thoſe Arms, he cries, ſo wont to kill? 

« Where now, my Mark/men, all your boaſted Skill? 
« Hither, if ought as yet remain, advance ; 

« One Ball well-aim'd may give the Day to France: 


« Calm 


(EY 
« Calm and Serene amidſt his raging Bands, 
« Lo! where the Monarch iſſues his Commands; 
« There could we reach him in the Martial Strife, 
« And end at once his Battles and his Life, | 
te Think what Advantages muſt thence acrue? 
« To me what Glory, what Rewards to you ? 
« You ſaw the Horſe, the Trappings he beſtrode; 
ee When to the Field before his Troops he rode; 
« By whatſoever Hand the Monarch dies, 
« That Horſe, thoſe Trappings are the Victor's Prize, 
“Nor deem that Horſe, thoſe Trappings all the Spoil, 
« Thouſands of Livres ſhall reward his Toil. 


Thus ſpoke the Chief; and with collected Ire 
Full on great George, his Gauli point all their Fire; 


68 
The Monarch's Life alone is now their Aim, 


Whilſt Hopes of Conqueſt ev'ry Breaſt inflame : 
Such is the Shock, ſo deſp'rate the Attack, 


Britannia's Sons recede ſome Paces back: 

With Grief great George beholds their Ranks give Way, 
Springs to the Charge, and ſtrait retrieves the Day. 

« Britons, for ſhame, he cries; to whom d'ye yield ? 
Not thus your Fathers fought at Cres Field; 

Not thus the doubtful Day gave tamely o'er, 

« When 7 Stream ran red with Ga/lick Gore. 


Stung with theſe keen Rebukes his Britons burn, 
And with new Fury to the Charge return; 
Now Sword in Hand renew th' Attack, and fall 
With Rage redoubled on the vaunting Gaul; 
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Open to Vichy by meer force their way, 
Break their ſtrong Line and turn the doubtful Day. 


Gallia, the Fight unable to maintain, 
Retires in wild Diſorder tow'rds the Maine; 
Paſſes the Stream her broken Troops to ſave, 
Tho' in the Paſſage Thouſands find a Grave. 


Not that the vanguiſh'd Gauls here fall alone, 
The Victors too their Clayton's Loſs bemoan ; 
Train'd up to War, and harden'd from a Child, 
The Daring Briton at each Danger ſmil'd ; 

To him each Art, each Stratagem was known, 
And all the Buſineſs of the Field his own: 
Brave Chief! ſtill foremoſt in the Martial Strife, 
An Eye he loſt before, and now his Life: 


The 
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The hardy Vet ran o'er him ſheds a Tear, 
And owns that Congueft may be bought too dear. 


But how, my Muſe, ſhall I each Act proclaim, 
And do ftri& Juſtice to each Hero's Name? 
How draw that Warmth, with which the Foe he preſt, 
When the Ball graz d upon the Auftrian's Breaſt ? 
Or Youthful William ruſhing to the Fight, 
And Britain's Monarch kindling at the Sight ? 
Tho' wounded greatly ſcorning to retire, 
In Courage ſcarce inferiour to his Sire. 


So when Antilochus, his darling Boy, 


Beneath his Eye engag'd the Sons of Troy, 
Each gallant Deed with Tranſports Meſtor view d, 
And own'd his Vigour in his Son renew'd. 


Nor 
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Nor muſt I here advent rous Browne forget: 
Mean tho' his Rank, and undiſtinguiſh'd yet, 
Such were his Deeds, if we may credit Fame, 

As might adorn the nobleſt Britiſp Name: 

With Grief and Shame he ſaw his Colours loft, 
And ſpurr'd his Horſe amidſt a Gallick Hof ; 
From the proud Foe the captive Standard tore, 
And ſafe in Triumph to his Britons bore. 

Yet ſtill, vain Monarch, with thy Vaunts go on, 
And boaſt thoſe Vict'ries which thou ne'er haſt won: 
Say how th' Allies before thy Army fled, 

Say W illiam, D' Aremberg, nay Stair is dead; 
Say too great George was found amongſt the Slain, 
Tho' eager All to meet thy Troops again. | 


Yet, 
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Yet, if Succeſs has crown'd the Gallicł A | 
What means that Murmur which thy Ear alarms ? 
Whence ſpring thoſe Sighs,. thoſe Groans you daily hear? 
Why from each Eye inceſſant ſtreams the Tear? 
In Sable half your Kingdom why d'you ſee? 
Are theſe the Signs or Fruits of Victory? 


Miiſguided Prince! for once a Foe believe; 
Nor hope thy Subjects always to deceive; 
Ev'n thy own flying Gault e er long ſhall tell, 
At Dettingen how many Thouſands fell; | 
And Trenck and Mentzel, who their Rout purſue, 
Shall by their Pandours prove the Tale too true. 


E Then 
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Then cer too late to Beja, turn thy Eyes, 


And ſee what Scenes of Miſery ariſe; 


Fair Boja, ruin d for her Sov reigu's Crimes, 
And let her Ruin make thee wiſe betimes; 


Wiſe, cer the Auſtrian Troops yet paſs the Rhine, 


And both the Chiefs their friendly Forces join. 

Whilſt yet their Armies on thy Borders ſtand, 

Eer yet they ifſue forth the dread C,,, 

And Fire and Sword wide-ſpreading waſte thy Land. 
Eer yet thy Paris ſhare in Mwnich's Fate, | 
And Charles and George come thund'ring at her Gate, 
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